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Leonidas rose to his feet and took up his hat.
"Maybe," he admitted. "Nothing more in the
way of business, Mr. Spenser?"
"Nothing," the other replied. "We will send in
our account. Ten per cent is our usual commission."
"My secretary will see to it," Leonidas agreed as
he took his leave. "I wish you good afternoon. I am
going down to have another look at my bungalow."
Spenser subsided into a chair to wait for Jane's
return. His brows were knitted and he had the air
of a man deep in thought. As a matter of fact he
had plenty to think about.
"Forty years old," Samuel Leonidas soliloquized
as he walked across the grassy path which led to his
new habitation. "Thirty-nine, one might say. It is
nothing. I am not like those others in the game.
Thank goodness I never have been."
He walked with his hands behind him, his head
thrown back, and through his brain there floated
the memories of beautiful women who had posed
for him, angled for him, laid seductive snares into
which he might fall. Anything to trap the great man
who could give them fame, jewels, a career. Leonidas
was an autocrat in his profession, a man whose word
was law, a man who could make a woman a queen
in her own world or a beggar without the gates if
his mind lay the other way. The thought of them all
now gave him confidence. He drew himself up,
drank in the sweetness of the late afternoon and
looked around him with real appreciation.
"It is a grand spot to have found," he murmured.